PYGMALION

She pretend not to know the difference between Hungarian and
French. Impossible: she knows both.

HIGGINS. And the blood royal? How did you find that out?

NEPOMMUCK. Instinct, maestro, instinct. Only the Magyar
races can produce that air of the divine right, those resolute eyes.
She is a princess.

HOST. What do you say, Professor?

HIGGINS. I say an ordinary London girl out of the gutter and
taught to speak by an expert. I place her in Drury Lane.

NEPOMMUCK. Ha ha ha! Oh, maestro, maestro, you are mad on
the subject of cockney dialects. The London gutter is the whole
world for you.

HIGGINS [to the Hostess] What does your Excellency say?

HOSTESS. Oh, of course I agree with Nepommuck. She must be
a princess at least.

HOST. Not necessarily legitimate, of course. Morganatic per-
haps. But that is undoubtedly her class.

HIGGINS. I stick to my opinion.

HOSTESS. Oh, you are incorrigible.

The group breaks up, leaving Higgins isolated. Pickering joins
him.

PICKERING. Where is Eliza? We must keep an eye on her.

Eli^a joins them.

LIZA. I dont think I can bear much more. The people all stare
so at me. An old lady has just told me that I speak exactly like
Queen Victoria. I am sorry if I have lost your bet. I have done
my best; but nothing can make me the same as these people.

PICKERING. You have not lost it, my dear. You have won it
ten times over.

HIGGINS. Let us get out of this. I have had enough of chatter-
ing to these fools.

PICKERING. Eliza is tired; and I am hungry. Let us clear out
and have supper somewhere.